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TbeHiflerieof 

No, yet time femes, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banifht honors, and reftore your fellies, 

Into the good thoughts of the world againe : 

Reueng the ieering and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
T o anfwere all the debt he owes you, 

Euen with the bloudiepayment of your deaths : 
Therefore I fay. 

Wor. Peace Coofin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpc a fecret booke; 

And to your quicke concerning difcontcnts 
lie read your matter decpc and dangerous, 

As full of perill and aduenterous fpirit, 

As to o’re walkc a Currentroring lowd. 

On the vnfteadfaft footing of a fpeare. 

Hot. Ifhe fall in, good night, or finke or fwimd. 
Send danger from theEaft vnto the weft, 

So honor croffe it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple : the bloud more ftirres 
To rowfeaLion thentofiarta Hare. 

North . Immagination »f fomc great exploit 
Driues him beyond theboundes of patience,' 

Hot , By heauenme thinkes it weare an eafic leape, 

T e pluck bright honor from the pale-fac’d Moonc 
Or diueinto thebottomeofthedeepe, 

Where fadome-linc could neuer touch the ground, 

And pluck vp drowned honor by thclockes, 

So hee that doth redeeme her thence might wearc 
Without corriuall all her dignities : 

But out vpon this halfc fac’tfellowfhip. 

? For. He apprehendes a world of figures here, 

But not the forme of what he fhould attend, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. Icryyoumercy. 

Wor. Thofe lame noble Scots that are your prifoners. 

Hot. Uckeepethem all. 

By God he fhall not haue a Scot of them. 

No, if a Scot would fane his foule., he fhall not. 
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Henry the fourth* 

He keepe them, by this hand. 

Wor. You ftart away, 

And lend no earc vnto my purpofes : 

Thofe Prifoners you fhall keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s flat: 

Hefaid lie would notranfome Mortimer, 

Forbade my tongue to fpeake of Mortimer; 

But I will finde him wjien he lies a lleepe, 

And in his care He hallow , Mortimer-. 

Nay, lie haue a Starling fhall be taught to fpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, and giueithim, 

To keepe his anger ftill in motion. 

Wor. Heareyou Coofin.aword. 

Hot. All ftudies heere 1 folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this BuUinqhrooke, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales. 

But that I thinke his Father loueshimnot, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance : 

I wouldhauehimpo) funed with a pot of Ale. 

Wor. Farewell Kinfmanjle taljjce to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

Nor. Why what a Wafpe-mngtie and impatient foole 

Ai t thou to breakeinto thi*s womans moode, 

Tyingthine care to no tongue but mine ovi ne? 

Hot Why lookc you,! am whiptand famrgM with Rods 
Netled.and flung with Pi 'mires, when I heat e ’ 

Of this vile Politician Bullinafroohe.. 

In Richards tin e, what doe you call the place; 

A Plague vpon ir itis in Gloceficrflnrc', 

Twas where the mad cap Duke his vnde kept 
His vnclc York?, where 1 firft bowedmy knee * 

V nto this King of Smiles, this Bullmdrooke: 

Zbloud,when you and he came backe from Rmenfhuroh 
Nor. At Barm Callle. Hot. You fay true, * 

Why what a caudiedcaleof curtefie, 

This fawning Grey- hound then did proffer me 
Looke when his infantFortune came to age 
And gentle Harry ZV^andkind Coofin? * 
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